SCHOLASTIC

sibility of beauty that lay in the Gothic intricacy, the
splash and glitter, the jar and recovery, the stabbing
lights, the heights and broad distances of our English
tongue. That indeed was the chief sin of him. It was
not that he was for Greek and Latin, but that he was
fiercely against every beauty that was neither classic
nor deferred to classical canons.

And what exactly did we make of it, we seniors who
understood it best? We visualised dimly through
the bookish dust and the grammatical fog, the spec-
tacle of the chorus chanting grotesquely, helping out
protagonist and antagonist, masked and buskined,
with the telling of incomprehensible parricides, of
inexplicable incest, of gods faded beyond symbolism,
of that Relentless Law we did not believe in for a
moment, that no modern western European can be-
lieve in. We thought of the characters in the uncon-
vincing wigs and costumes of our school performance.
No Gilbert Murray had come as yet to touch these
things to life again. It was like the ghost of an anti-
quarian's toy theatre, a ghost that crumbled and con-
densed into a gritty dust of construing as one looked
at it.

Marks, shindies, prayers and punishments, all
flavoured with the leathery stuffiness of time-worn
Big Hall. . . .

And then out one would come through our grey
old gate into the evening light and the spectacle^of
London hurrying like a cataract, London in black and
brown and blue and gleaming silver, roaring like the
very loom of Time. We came out into the new world
no teacher has yet had the power and courage to grasp
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